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For, as we said, he always chose
To carry victual in his hose,
That often tempted rats and mice
The ammunition to surprise. . . .

In th* holsters, at his saddle-bow,

Two aged pistols he did stow,

Among the surplus of such meat

As in his hose he could not get.

These would inveigle rats with th' scent,

To forage when the cocks were bent;

And sometimes catch *em with a snap,

As cleverly as tW ablest trap.

They were upon hard duty still,

And ev'ry night stood sentinel,

To guard the magazine V th* hose,

From two-legged and from four-legged foes.

Thus clad and fortified, Sir Knight,
From peaceful home, set forth to fight.
But first with nimble active force,
He got on th' outside of his horse :
For having but one stirrup tied
T' his saddle on the furtlier side,
It was so short, h* had much ado
To reach it with his desperate toe.
But after many strains and heaves,
He got up to the saddle-eaves9
From whence he vaulted into tin? seat,
With so much vigour, strength, and heat,
That he had almost tumbled over
With his own weight; but did recover,
By laying hold on tail and mane,
Which oft he used instead of rein.